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Any one of the warriors whose hand wound about

him,

Who in grisly wayfarings durst ever to wend him
To the folk-stead of foemen. Not the first of

times was it

That battle-work doughty it had to be doing.
Forsooth naught remember'd that son there of

Ecglaf,

The crafty in mighty deeds, what ere he quoth
All drunken with wine, when the weapon he lent
To a doughtier sword-wolf: himself naught he

durst it

Under war of the waves there his life to adventure
And warrior-ship work. So forwent he the glory,
The fair fame of valour. Naught far'd so the

other                                                          1471

Syth he to the war-tide had gear'd him to wend.

XXIII. BEOWULF REACHETH THE
MERE-BOTTOM IN A DAY'S WHILE,
AND CONTENDS WITH GRENDEL'S
DAM.

OUT then spake Beowulf, Ecgtheow's bajrn :
Forsooth be thou mindful, O great son of

Healfdene,
O praise of the princes, now way-fain am I,